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longingly towards the new, fast Amiots, which were
being used that night for deep reconnaissance work over
Germany. There was only room for a sleeping partner
like myself in one of the old machines.
I settled down in the second pilot's seat and the crew
of three climbed in. The navigator and bomber was
in front of me ; the Colonel climbed up into the pilot's
seat above my head, while the wireless operator and
machine-gunner went to his post in the rear of the 'plane.
The navigator explained to me that, if I liked, he would
attach the cord of my parachute to a clip above my
head, which would open it automatically if we had to
jump. I said I thought it would be a very good idea,
but it was not put into effect, for at that moment the
Colonel called to him, and a few moments later there
was a shout of " Contact made, stand clear," and the
engines were started up with a roar. Not a light was
to be seen, except for the flash of the beacon and the
occasional light of the navigator's torch as he arranged
his maps. We moved slowly over the air-field, took
ap our position, and started our dash across the field.
Slowly we mounted to 5,000 feet and proceeded steadily
along through the dark night. It was as uneventful as
a ride in a London omnibus, but less comfortable, for
I tad to sit bolt upright, like a mid-Victorian, since the
bulky parachute stuck into my back. There was glass
both sides of the 'plane, and soon I could see the silver
bends of the Marne below. Roads could only be dis-
tinguished when a car passed, and then I was surprised
to notice how clearly they were shown up. After